Il8	THE   VICAR   OF   MORWENSTOW
he returned to the place of his disaster accompanied by his
uncle, sister and affianced wife, and he had brought them,
that, in his own joyous words, * they might see the spot of
his great deliverance*; and there, one summer day, they
stood, a group of happy faces, gazing with wonder and
gratitude on our rugged cliffs, that were then clad in that
gorgeous vesture of purple and gold which the heather
and gorse wind and weave along the heights; and the
soft blue wave lapping the sand in gentle cadence, as
though the sea had never wreaked an impulse of ferocity,
or rent a helpless prey. Nor was the thankfulness of the
sailor a barren feeling. Whensoever afterward the vicar
sought to purchase for his dairy a Jersey cow, the family
and friends of Le Daine rejoiced to ransack the island
until they had found the sleekest, loveliest, best, of that
beautiful breed; and it is to the gratitude of that poor
seaman and stranger from a distant abode, that the herd
of the glebe has long been famous in the land; and hence,
as Homer would have sung, hence came
Bleehtah, and Lilith, Neelah, Evan, Neelah, and Katy.
Strange to say, Le Daine has been twice shipwrecked
since his first peril, with similar loss of property, but escape
of life; and he is now the master of a vessel in the trade of
the Levant. In the following year a new and another
wreck was announced in the gloom of night. A schooner
under bare poles had been watched for many hours from
the cliffs, with the steersman fastened at the wheel. All at
once she tacked, and made for the shore, and just as she
had reached a creek between two reefs of rock, she
foundered and went down. At break of day only her vane
was visible to mark her billowy grave. Not a vestige
could be seen of her crew. But in the course of the day
her boat was drifted ashore, and we found from the name
on the stern that the vessel was the Ph&nix of St. Ives. A
letter from myself by immediate post brought up next day
from that place a sailor who introduced himself as the
brother of the young man who had sailed as mate in the
wrecked ship. He was a rough, plain-spoken man, of
simple religious cast, without guile or pretence; one of the
good old seafaring sort; the men who cgo down to the sea
in ships, and occupy their business in great waters'; these,
as the Psalmist chants, 'see the wonders of the Lord, and
His glories in the deep.' At my side he paced the shore
day after day, in weary quest of the dead. ^*If I could
but get my poor brother's bones,' he cried out yearningly^

